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THE FRESHEST AND

IN FEMININE FIELDS:

FANCIES, FADS ANI' FASHIONS FOR
THE LADIES,

The Art of Taking Plcturos—Jane Eldridge
Writes of Love—_The Vienns Twist In
Favor—Care of the Tralls,

LENTEN MEDITATIONS,
Heo the Lenten mald demure,
With her earnest face and pure,
And that wranscendental, tender smile
upon kbt
As 10 mass she wenda her way,
Frayer-book, cross and rosary,
Ele is meditating on her—Easter bonnet.

sSee her kneel befors her pew,
Lift her eyes, 80 heavenly blue,

¢ stan the service page
the alr of salnt and sa
fondly dwells upon her—Easter
bhonnet.

her 10 confession go,
With & step sadate and slow,
Buek the penitential stool and kneel upon

B i

18]
Hear her “fosg" all sorts of sina,
Biged from elophants to pins,

Eull cogitating on her—Easter bonnet.

Lot the pretty mald alone,
10 18 gpiddy—that we'll own,
But she's innocent—1'1l stike
upon 81
Lot her choosa "twixt flowe
Fancy ping or velver strings,
¥For what s spring without the—Easter
bonnet?

THE STORY OF MEG.

Meg was the daughter of the rector of
Nunthorps, Mr. Thirlwall, with whom I
wint to study before college, when 1 was
A lad of eighteen. He was not in the
!eu,—.L a typicel rector, being a scholar

Ifa

my

and wings,

ter. Sha did not visit the poor o
arish, She had always left all that to
fre. Pryde, who was the prop of the

chureh in Nunthorpe, aund whom Meg

bated, for reasons.
“=he ia eetting her hideous cap with
rimrogs ribbons at my father,'” she said.

‘But she shan't have him—I'll die first!"

It chargcteristic of Meg that she

mentioned Mrs. Pryde’s intentions to me

on the second day of my aboda there

ir

Wi

Most pirls would have walted to see

1 was to be trusted, but this did not seem
ty « ir to Meg. She treated me as a
comriude ut onco—at frst with a lttle alr
of good-humered patransge because 1 was
& year younger than she was, but this
wis replaced by & slight awe when she

utid that I was what she called “‘aw-

fully clever,"
ather will enjoy having you to
1" she sald candidly. “All the othe

hOy'S who cuame have been such Idiot
hey came to him to be done cheap, ar
to couldn't afford not to take them. You

won't be nearly so much trouble, and vet
voure paying more. 1 think I shall like
you, but you won't lke me, hacause 1'm
not & bit clever. 1'm fonder of novels

Have you read ‘Cometh

than anything
i A8 n Flower? That's what I've got
out of the lbrary now, Isa't It lovely?

And 1 lke peetry. 1I'm reading Brown-
poems, There's “The Cry of the
# but I haven't got very {ar."

Robert Hrowning best,” sald I,
hiy perhaps, but I was very
the time. “Do you know any of

Kl

No® replied Meg. 'YThis is Elizabeth
pometliing. Who was Robert Browning?
Her father? Did he write books, toe?
in truth, Meg's education had  boeen
eingutarly neglected, though she hud been
1o u boarding gchool somewhers or other,
which hud left her migid much as it found
ft. Hut soon I ceased to attach auy fimn-
portance to her want ol Information,
which never embarrassed her in the
st htest degree. She Secmd d to me 0
Luve what was better—a touch of gonlus,
or ut a1l evenis a curious wild charm of
ber own that would make her remems
bered when wiser poople were forgotten.
1t betrayod itsclf most, perhaps, in hor
Javinge and singing, She had lrish bl
n her velns, and &he used to sing Lhose
sad old Irish melodies In & Wiy 1t hint
thrilled one through and through. 1 do
not often think of Mg now, but sorme-
tUmes | dream of her, and nearly alwinys
she 8 ®inging one of those wirie §ONES.

1 may sa¥ bt once that 1 never tell in
love with Meg, nor ghe with moe. Though
only « een, 1 was very much in love
already, and 1 never could be In love with
two or throe girls together, like the hero
of a modern nuovel. Meg, for her pari,
was ulsn otherwise tnvolved, as will ap-
pear, and go we got on splendidly.

1 don't Xnow whether gho was hand-
pome. 1 anly know that she had wonder-
ful dark eyes—the saddest 1 have ever
poen. Yel she was not sad when 1 first
krnew her, but, as a rule, brimful of Wle
Oceaslonally, o b= mUre,

anl gavery. }
there wore fis of wild depression, Dt
these only seemid A natursl reaction
after her exuberant high apirits And

perally

pad nm her oyes wore, there wias g
a glint of wumor In them, like a sutibeiim
caught in the depths of A gruy agate.

1t was not lopg before 1 learnt Meg's
srcret, by something in her face when-
ever Mr. Woston was meptionel,  Belog
in love myself, ¥ counld tell the ‘ml;:m-.
The Rev., Marcusn Weston wan Mr. Thril-
wall's curate for the present, being o
man who In (he nature of things waontld
not be m curnte 1ONg. But he was a
friend of the former curate's, and had
eame partly to supply hix place, partly

becayuse the ale of Nonthoepe wWas fust |

beginning to he celebrated, und Weston
wan not n strong man, There eould not
have bgen Iwo people more hopelessly
Aissimlar than Meg and he. He was
gentle und sympathetio, far beyond the
majority of men; yet under §t all there

much wilder
ot firt with the

hut talked 19

Moeg's  nature--ao
more unruly, He did ¥
Eiris in the mann
them about the
bilities that
leved In eve

ather than a clergyman, d Dleg w
T e P~
f the

DAINTEST OF TOILETA,

him more or less,
but Meg—she
that way

I belleved tn him less;
hitd never been talked to in
before. He filled her brimful

of pgpirations to lead o Wigher Jife, He
lent her “"Hobertson's Sermons,” and
madde hier s hymus to bdm in the twi-
1 . It was all very well, anly Meg's
1 i was rither chllled when she real-
jurd that he did the same to other giris.
Shie believed In him, nevertheless—indeod,

worshiped him, In & slngulariy generous
wany., He was 4 salmt=hardly a man at
wll. TIf he ever married, it giust be some
tigolic belng, cortainly to no girl In Nure-

thion pw t even Celin I who was
pretty and plous, but had a splee of
pluchd wirldilng about her that Meg's
Keegn ey«

All the s 8lig 2ld not ke to moat
Cedin 1o ko often carrying bunches
of grapes to old womnen out of her father's
green-house, for Mr, Doone was & really
rich man, not only rich for Nunthorpe,
and Celln could take round grapes and
hot-house Nowers 16 her heart's contént,
Amone them they more quite # recding
Mra, Prvde. With o curate like BMarcus

Weston It 18 nat long befoie all the girls
gravitate to gick vizhing, Meg did not,
The others did It g0 much bhetter, and she
hiad no money th buy grapes

"And I'm not good enough,' sald she.
“"elin reads to them psalms and hymns

and spiritunl xong il 1 can't. I was
gond A whole day together nflor the s¢r=
mon one Sunday night, but 1 was all the
worse the next duy.  It's throe Years
gince T was copfirmed, and T thought
wins nlways Kr to do right., It was

the lovellest old Lishop, and 1'd a white
India muslin, and the tears came rolling
Aown my cheeks all the while it lasted
1 never oried £0 much In my life And
then, {f you'll helleve me, as §oon as I
got homae and it was tea time, the tears
all dried up somehow, 1 was Just as
hungry ns a hunter.”

of think it's this hard, wicked heart of
mine.” she went on reflectively after &
pause, “It won't break, or melt, or any-

thing. When I knéel down to pray it
giarts me thinking about everything rlre
in the wotrld. Father says my nature's

undigeiplined. 1 kuow 1 madder than
the raving man (rd deafer than the

aea.t "
14 (MY Ixing up hymns and
CouVersa-

tlan—often quite urconsciously. She sald,
that It was with

and 1 belleved her, 8
going to chorch twied every funday
since she was six years old. T do nol

think that she ever meant to ba drrev-
., but frequently one could not help
luughking. Laughed now, and 80 a1 she,
thourh the tears had slowly gathered in
her cyes at tho sense of her own short-
cominps

“Pancy calling the sea denl,” she ox-
elnfmed  presently in o different
tone. “He Fears everything. Come outl
on the rocks, Juck, there's a good boy.
You've studled enongh for ons2 duny.
Throw away that old Ureek grammar—1
hate ft!"

| od her gladly enough, for my love
of the shore wag nearly us SIrong as her
own Not qulte, mayne—1 never k ]
any e who Joved the sea quite €0 well

e did not in the least mind
wot, Bhe lked to siv on *he edge
k and feel the spray splash over
e poer  child, very
Nl Hanyvthing that would

auite

ns M
Eeltly

of & ¢
her

sure, she

on

To
m

“I wiih T wns good, though, she eald
wistfully when wa refched the shore.
She had taken up her position on a fa-
her siim,

vorite rock, and was dpping
brown fingora inte o peol of sult vater.
Why ' 1 nskod. “1 don't”
rhat's Decause You  are not  good
yvoursci,” =ald Maog prompily. “You're
only clever—at least, ¥ou are good, but
sou'ré not goml' she explained lucidly.
Svou don't like golug to church, You
wouldn't wish to ba ulwiys thers, ke

of vou when it

the hymn rays 1
ellect’ und 'O,

comes to ‘the pride of

toollsh Galatians! But I should like to
Ve goed; snd belng o rec! daughter
akes it worse than ever. 1 wish—T wish

vond, 1 think—people would think
more of me
sYou mean Mr, Weaston would,” 1 sug-

“Lut he wouldn't HKe you better,

J:ﬂ-J»l-'-L
Meg."'

Bhe fushed, Meg flushed 5o rirély that
It meant n good deal with her.  Her cotas
plexion wis not her strong point. She was
pale, rather sallow; but when she met, or

spoke of, Mr, Westan, I ured 1o s00 a
lovely carmine come into her cheelis--a
color that nuthivg clse eser called up
there,

ir. Weston is nothing to me=that is,
1 am nothing to him," satd Meg seriously.

“The chrimn tsoon his head; on mine
the déw.' " .

“I'm not so sure abhout
rather snug pishly, drawing
cluglen from the fact that Meg hud been
studyine the Portuguere Sonnets, *T don't
Weston,

that," 1 sald

Iy oW cofe

altogether believa in your Mr.
Mpg ~that I8

But 1 had sxld ton wuch already, Meg
pexn with her eyen flashing

Yair nesdn't think that bécause T am

not pond 1 have na falth in goodness,'

she excinlmid, “"You TY YOUP Knsors

oo fur, Jack, You would sneer &t the

vory npostles £ nd martyrs themselves!™
Apoatles and  martyrs! Ah,  well! T

walked home with her, sllont and repen-
tant, sorry that T had hurt her, bl more
sarry thut she had hurt herself. 11
pectied to me a hopeleas  prospect. 1
fancied that Woegten, undey all his ardor
and penerous senldeent, bad a definite
potlon of making Wis way in the church
nnd would look higher than a poor clergy-
mnn's doughter, even i Meg had bean
likely In other respects to make an fdeal
pustor's wife, which she undoubtedly was
neot.

But Mog and T eould not auarrel long.
We had only each other to talk to, and I
munagoed to restore her faith in my falth
In My, Westen, so that the next evening
wo were out on the rocks onee more, As
gond friends as ever. As Luck  would
have it, we met him at the gate as we
came back, | did not saee him for poma
time sfier Meg had done, being short-

‘sighted, but 1 saw her holst her colors

and divined that he was coming. She

Joak

‘w0, a8 sentiment ought

ReaDING MATTER For TuE WOMEN.

““The Woman’s Duty, as 8 Member of {he Commonwealih, is to Assist in the Ordering, in the Comforting, and in the Beautiful Adornment of the State; What the
Man Is at His Own Gate, Defending it, if Need Be, Even to the Spoiler, to do His More Incumbent Work There ; and, in Like Manner, What the Woman
Is to Be Within Her Gates, as the Centre of Order, the Balm of Distress, and the Mirror of Beauty ; That She is to Be Without Her Gates,

Where Order is More Dificalt, Distress More Imminent, Loveliness More Rare, * *

The Path of a Good

Woman is Indeed Strewn With Flowers, But They Rise Behind Her Steps, Not Before Them.”

&ive up his dream of a bishoprie for Meg's
Bake. As for her, she was unusually sweet
and gentle.

He wanted musie, 8o she took him into
the litle drawing-room and eang to him,
I went up Into my room and professed
to work; but through my work I heard
the songs, and between them the murmur
of volers. Hy and by the music stopped
altogether, and the volees went on. Meg's,
usually loud and clear enough, was
hushed to-night. It sounded reverent,
I fanpied. At last 1 heard Mr. Thirlwall
open the drawing-room door and I went
down stalra.

“What, no lights™ he was saying In
his Kind, putient volee, for indesd it
could only be termed twilight now by
courtesy,

“1 lke singin Lig
O ging In the dusk best, father,

She did the honors of the gupper tab
that night—for Mr. “‘r\.—.tun‘ :.lt,\---';ﬂfll:
supper—-with a ghy grace that was new
ta me; and 1 did not wonder that he
found it Irresistible, He looked ke a
man who was letting himself drife

He spoke Httle to Meg, however, They
had done enough talking hefore the lampa
wers Ht. He talked enthustastically to
Mr. Thiriwall about the true mission of
the church, and Meg lstened with glow-
Ing eyves. One could almost watch those
Infinite porsibilities prowing as one looked
at her, What n hero the man seemed to
her! whit 4 gaint! Poor Meg! poor Mar-
cus!

After he had gone Meg wandered out
lr:lm the garden, and I followed her.

Jack," she sald suddenly, and 1 knew
she was trembling, “do you think I eould
ever grow good—If 1 tried, prayved, ever
#0 hard? Not so good as other people
but good for me?” iy

She was g0 terribly In earnest—it was
strange for Meg to be so much in earnest

it 1 believe T was glad It was pretty
durk, #0 that she could not see my facs
nor 1 hera, i

'l'lI think you are goosd as peovle go,* I
Bl i

A Y 8 nonecnse, Jack,” Meg replied,
“I_fi: n prompt return of the old temper.
“You know quite well that I am worse
than other girle, and when [ would do
iood evil 1a present with me. And there
nre girin, lke Celila Doone, who never
do wrong: full of good works and alms-
glvings, and an helress. And ah, what
a complexion!™ eried Még, as If there the
sting enme In

“Yes," 1 sald, sincerely enough, “but
she's not half as niée as you are, after
ull. She's so wdoden."

“Thut's becanse you're wicked you like
me best' egald Mez, drearily. “But no
one good could ever really, really Hke any-
one had.”

Thera was a question In her voles, and
1 nnswered dt rather fiercely.

“Yon are thinking of a particular per-
eon,” T said. "And that person does
eare for vou, Meg, and not for Celia
Doone. All the snme, 1 shouldn't be sur-
prised to hear of his being cngaged to
Colla one of thess fine dayn.'

1 ehould not have sponken go strongly,
but lately 1 had heard rumors that I
fancled had not reached Meg'as ears, and
wanted to put her on her guard. But
she fired again, which was certalnly
natural,

“How dare you say such things, Jack?
I wan't listen to yvou, 1f he does—it will
be boecause he loves her. T-—1 think It
would be better, only—0, me!"

Bhe turned and ran into the house, T
heard one sob ps she went. Still, T was
glad I had epoken out. Meg wasn't a
girl to Imagine things, and 1 knew that
matters must have gone pretty far that
night. Of course, if he meant to ask her
to. wmarry Wim, well and good. But I
hardly thought he did.

An Old Love Letter,
The flylng vears, the sllent yveara,
Swept o'er this safely hidden page,
Till Time, that deep-sunk mystery, clears,
Giives me the dateless heritage.
Whera beat the heart, where burnt the
brain,
That all this pain and passion felt?
On leaves defuced by mould and stain,
The sgecret of a life is spelt.
Why rashiy lift, why rudely rend
The softening vell that Death and Time,
Consplring Life with Art to blend,
Have hung between her soul and mine?
Enough to know, enough to feel,
That one immortal Lllss endures;
The love these ardent words reveal
May haply mirror mine—or yours,
—~Margaret Crosby.

ART OF PICIURE TAKING.
Relates Mer Yxperience
Thereoln.

Yes, 1 brught one. I dom't know what
made me do i1, but 1 suppose we all have
our moments of mental derangement,
at teast, 1 hope you do, it would be slc h
a comfort to me. I hud only fi%teen dizl=
L, but it was not “in my inslde pocket.”
Feing o woman [ carried it on the Elroot
in my purse, which I held in my hand,
but at home 1 always locked it up. Well!
I saw this camera in the window, and by
{is s=lda was a card stating Jist how
many thousands hud been mde with “one
Just ke it.”* 1f I had been &t an uuetion
I cowld not have lost my head and money
more quickly, 1 pald down the price and
hnd it sent home, 8o on the next day 1
could start on the making of my lor-
tune. My first experiments were on my
friends and various woere the attitudes
they assumed. The girls would fix their
bangs, put their hats on one side and
guze heavenwarda. They did look s0 Bwaat
and Madonpa-like, while the men would
siick cigarcttes In the corners of their
mouths and look stern and noble, or the
men would sit in chairs, that gentlemanly
and polite position, while the girls stond
behind them, their hands resting on thelr
shoulders. But at last even these e
scendants of Job revolted and 1 had to
look for new models. T photographed my
sister's “'Special,” but after 1 had pre-
sented him with the likeness he faid he
would never come agaln, as we evidently
had deslgns on his life. After this failure,
my next efforts were to induce the family
to have thelr pletures taken. 1 wld them
sadl and thrilling stotries about mothers
losing thelr only ehildron and wives thelr
last husbands, and after the dear ones
had departed, finding they had no likeness
of them, and the only thinzs they were
remembersd by was an old shoe or a viay
pipe. Yet, sirargo 1o say, although 1
used the same tragie tone and told them
it would only cost fifty cents, they were
moved even mors than I had antlcipated,
for ope by one they fled out of the room,
leaving me to my own sad thoughts. Hut
it is not only virtue, but also patlence
thit has its own reward, and my droop-
ing apirits were wonderfully revived one
day when an old woman ingeniously dis-
gulsed as An angel gave me two dollurs
for ong pleture, The picture was of my
mother, but when developed one side
of hor face refused 1o “show up,’’ and I
hud  thrown it aside when this old
creature saw it and took a fancy to it
She ssld it reminded her of her dear
father (he had died of leprosy, poor mai 1),
never to  sell
cheaply, we mados the above bargain.
But, as we older, our minds
atrengthen, our  characters form, and
our notions change. We lay aside the
folliss of other years, and smile in an
affable way (s smile not entirely dovold
of sadness) at the “woaknesses” of our
yolnger days. Yet let this be a warning
to those who buy an outfit with an eve
to financial success, but get one, simply
‘e sake. Alas! my own

“Enid"

o “mlul& literally on Its “last |
mery &
:rl.l.h its “face turned towards the wall.”

ENID.
“our

very litth

Nuils.

taste to go ahout with nalle glowing with |
the red salve of the tollet table than
It 18 to bhave cheeks bright with the |
brightness of rouge. Neither are nails
any longer polished to the hrilliancy of
Isinglass. The natural gloss is main-
talned, but not helghtened,

Manicure sets, accordiagly, are some-
what simplified, and are not bought as
sols at all.  Better {mplements are ob-
tained by huying them separately. A |
palr af nail sciesore, a fine jeweler's file, |
& chamois pad, an emery board for |
emaothing the undersurfece of the nail
R n box of nogallne for healing the
poreness caused hy loosened cutlcle eom-
prise the necessities,

_—— "

A Flirt,

It pleases her if she can get
A man entangled In her net
Ot witching, wasting wlles, and yet
Fh_(- has no thought of harming.
Bhe Beems as Innocent of guile
AR uny saintly Quaker;
And yet she snarcs men with her smile,
And plays with thelr desralr o while,
Then throws them off in such a styile
fometimes 1'd llke to shake ber!
Yer, she's a fllrt, and you can guess
Just how her conduct sirikes me,
And yet such witehing lovelin
As hers was meant, I'm sure,
And not to harm—and I'll confess
At times I think she lkes me.

bless,

JANE ELDEIDGE ON LOVE,
Peeplng in  at the Gate of Wifely
Affection.

Not wishing to stand proven one of the
“fools who rush in where angels dare not
tread,” my purpose ls not to knock at
the portal of sacred mother love, bhut
ratlier to peep In bt the' mora earthly
gute of wifely love—that feeling which
keéps @ woman unspotted from  the
warld, even though she relgns a perfect
queen In worldly life and the feverish
atruggle of sociely; or even though she
ba a plain every day tittle woman with
the cares and problems of a bhread-winner
on her tired shoulders: if she has true
wifely love and a very Httle bit of bralns
ghe will b protty sure to do exuctly the |
reht thing ut the right time

This womnn wiil not need an outeider
to define her sphere in life; she detines
ft far herself. ‘Ihin age I8 culling for
pelf-sustaining women; thoss not afrald
to bend tlelr satiny brows and thinik—
think ahout her relation to her hughiund's
financlal suceess. A big fraction of hank-
rupt men fall on account of extravagant
wives, who spend more than the men
mike. The result of a fashionable Hving |
out of a pitifully small salary Is surs
ruln. Is it wifely love to ruln hushands?
Thut man knows what clog 18 on his
wheoly of success, and in his beart he |
almost hates the woman who thus holds
him 'k In the race of business. SBhould
not the love of husband and his welfare
be dearer to witely hearts than the Intest
ecanries of fashion, ae sot forth hy Worth, |
Pingat, Rodnetz, Donat and the rest of |
them? What a hard thing it Is for &
woman to do-love & hustand who {8 not
a gentleman at home, though a perfoct
Chesterfield at the club, or anywhere out-
slde! In assuming the role of husband,
s many drop the character of lover, In
ithis trial so many a brave, womanly
heart had been utterly crushed, What
hard battles they fight on this fleld, try-
fng to keep love in thelr own hearts, Giod
wlone knows.

But now and agaln come sunshiny, hap-
1y women, whose hursbands adore them.
These women delight to tell how rila
Jofin 18 1o visitors, simply becausa he s
Jealous snd wante to kave her all to him-
gelf. She glories in the fact that his rela-
tiong, perhaps his mother or sister, are
wild with envy because he no longer loves
them. Is this wifely love or sunreme
salfishness? 13 not love, like friendship,
Frafted on a firmer stock of family reln-
tionship? Do you know the wife who is
the most excellent housekecper, hut who
never hug time to ghare with her hus-
tand an outing or n new mazazine? Then
the wife who I8 such a kind, a'tentive
nurse, when the husband gets well agaln,
she Immoedictely assomes that touch-me-

not coolness which is a verftable wet
blanket to any affectionnte advances, No

gane person advocates “'spoonin ton
timely, wifely kiss, an apprecistive word
often lghten dull spirits, and prove a
cournga-strengthener. If we would have
pftectionate gentlermen for husbanias let
s Lhen bLe loving, lady wives

There nre o few--say one dozsn—wamen
in the whole world whe know how 10 talk
and act towards all kinds and conditions
of men. Oh. for more of then Oh, 1o be
gay with the gay, silent when any:
wanis to talk, talkative with the any
ways good-tempered, sweet and loving,

PPN

¥, al-

ond even sympathetle! Oh, to be hrizghe
and witty and not 1o burn hearts or
scorch sensitive feellegs! Oh, for more

loving woamen who ean do =omethlag more

than eling—Ivy-llke. The coming woman
must havegpralns and independence to
stand without her husband: but oh, so
much happler to stand with him. . It Is
true that woman, physiologically, hava
three ounces less brains than man, but
she has fAfty times a8 much afection. If

that tove is well directed and governed
It will gurely help on a higher elvilization,
a better soclal Nfe, ennoble and make
homa n foretasts of Heaven; s home in
which there will bs, it least, 4 shadow of
perfect “love which casteth out all fear.”

Them Flowers.
Take a r.;unr at's elck gnd 1ald up on the
whelf,
All shaky and ga'nted and pore—
Jes all po knocked out he can't handla
hisself
With a stiff upper llp any more;
Shet him up all alone in the gloom of a
repm
As ditk as the tomb, and as grim,
And then take and gend him some roses
in kliwom,
And you c¢an have fun out o him!
You've Ketched him "fore now-—when ris
Hiver was sound
And his anpetite notched like a saw—
A-mockin' you, maybe, for romancin®
round
With n big posy bunch In yver paw;
But you ketch him, say, when his health
18 Away,
And he's flat on his biack In distress,
And then you ean trot out your little
bokay
And not he Insulted, T guess!
You see’ I's lke this, what his weak-
nesses 8-
'rlu-trn flowers makes him think of the
duys
Ot his rI::m\-c-m youth and that mother
0w 118,
And the roges that she used to raise;
Bo here, all alone with the roses you
send,
Beln® sick and all trimbly and faint—
My eyes Is—my eyves is—my oyes is—old
friend—
Is a-leakin'<I'm blamed ef they ain't!

The Vienna Twist,

Women who cannot wear the “bun"
chignon are favoring the Vienna twist,
You make it this way: First, have your
fringe (or bangs) at last from four to
six Inches long, and cull it tightly. When
you comb it out, comb from, not toward,
your face, and gather all your hair Into
one tail, tylng securely just above the
nape of the neck. Then case out the
bair over the crown, and wave it with
the tongs. Twist the tall Into a smooth
rope, and loop it up, twisting the end
around the ribhon and tying the halre
above. Cur} short hair on the nape
and pin the bangs hack into

le hairping. Some wo-

THE WOMAN OF FASHION

STRIKING FEATURES OF COMING
FASTER GARR,

How It Wil Differ From the FParades
That Have Gone Before—All the Prep-
arations Now HBeing Made,

The Easter parade this year will ba

| of more Intense interest to womankind

than It has been for years, No sooner
docs a woman meet her dearest friend
or most hated rival than she immediately
rushes up to her and whispers, “How
are you having your new gown made?”
There hus never been anything lke it
brfore=this absorbing question of how
muny yards around to make the Easter
gown, My dressmaker would insist
upon 41, siays one in a great futter,
“and though 1 know 1 shall never dare
to wear It, she hus put the lovellest, blg-
flare you ever saw on my dress,
says 1 would feel swo old-fashioned
witer, If 1t was the least bit smaller,
anc reduce it would not,  Won't
you come over, glrls, and se¢ what you
think of it¥" So over t(he girls fock,
and on the dress goes, nmid cries and
exclamations of astonishment and ad-
miration,

Alas! Where s

Resit

now the woman who
vowed that, no matter what eame,
\\':-ut-'l never, never take to erinoline?
Would you find her? Just peep Into that
room and see g tall, majestic figure ar-
rayed In a beautlifully large, Imposing
gown, standing, half abashed but all com-
plalsant, before o tall mirror. Her reso-
lutlon has gone to the winds, and were
you to offer her now the most elegant
bell in the world, with soft droop and
fascinating cling, she would spurn your
offer on the Instant. No; womnan ¢an-
not be depended upon.  Btabllty she has

not,  She s Indecd ke the wave of the
sen, driven by the winid and tosmed.
But it I= this very uncertainty that

makes the tople of Easter costume of such
supreme intercst.  For dld we know just
what our neighbor wonld wear, and were
we certain that her nelghbor would alro
be similurly clad, there would he not the
Flightesy, excitement in the thought of
geclng all the protty, new things,

We know, howey that we ¢an count
upon the appearance that day of all the
Known styles, periods anf relgns, and
upon & few that are not Knewn, save 'n
the reaim of dreams. A woman here and
there, with the courage of hor convie-
tlons, will walk forth with unruffled adr,
cind Ina gown that Is of the same width
top and bottam. She will walk by the
Ellle of a woman who will occupy some-
thing ke two or thres times a3 much
room, and there will be nothing Hke calm
in the demeanor of the second woman,
for she will rejoloe in the fact that she
Is superior in all points of dress to her
nelghbor. I am afrald a little of the
Easter joy may be crowded out of some
women's hearts when they see something
particularly grand which they have not;
but let ug hope that they will be goncrous
enough 1o rejolce, on thin day at least,
In the bright robes of thelr sisters.

I shall tell you of but two Easter cos-
tumes to-day. They are both rather pre-
maturs for this early spring, but hoth
very dainty and pretty. One I8 mads of
a pale, tawny brown, the faintest shade
Imaginable, and is dotted with a large
Hlawer pattern. It Is modestly erinolined,
and has two riuches shirred In the middle,
mude of thin ¢repe. One ruche is ot the
edpge of the skirt, the other fully half
way up. The ruche in the mididle has an
Immense velvet how st the gide, a bow

of seven loops and no ends; the Inops
are 80 long that they touch the lower
erepe ruche, Above this blg bow Is a

smaller ane, more lke & rosette, planted
for apparently no purpase, right below
the vight hip. The bodice I8 very fussy.
There ig firat, below a high standing col-
lar of pearl embroldery, a polnted voke of
fine passementerte, wrought In light, deli-
cate shudes. Acrosa this Is drawn loose
folds of crepe, crosging at the left side
and caught with another welvet bow.
Boeneath Is the tighi-titting bodive, belted
In by @ protty camea belt, The sleeves
are not only saft pufs, but have an ad-
ditionnl puf above, hanging loogsly,

The other gown Is, If anyvthing, more
unique. It Is made of that light, new blua
ghnde, and the skirt has three small
ruflies at thes feet. All around the skirt
are lald great leaves of lace, starting
from the walst line about one inch wide,
widening as they descend, untli they are
n goodly width when they reach the
lower edge., The lace In most beautiful,
fine and of exquisite deslgn, Tha lace ap-
pears in the bodice us well, widening up
from the walst Une into smaller leaves,
which HNe over the large yoke, made of
very fine sllk whirrings. These shirrings
nre of blug to match the gown, and over
each one Is lald a row of fine pearl trim-
ming. The narrow belt 1s also pear), The
sleeves are very wonderful; the shirrings
ure go enught up that each division hangy
over in a small rutle or loose puff, and
there are thirteen of these litle puffs on
earh sleeve.

Want to hear about some more Easter

she |
|

| should invariably precede it

brim, the graceful, drooping, ‘curling brim,
than which, after all, there is nothing
prettler, One of these s of pale-colored
straw, has the brim faced with dahila-
colored velver, has the low erown bunded
with wide lace Insertion, has three diaa
velvet knots at the back, has a cluster of
white narcissi in the front, lying beneath
dahlia Prince of Wales (ips that stand
proudly and protectingly above.

i 5
EBTIOUETTE OF VISITING CARDS,
Those of the Variety So Profusely Used In
Fashionable Lile,

Provincial folks or the uninitiated find no
phase of fashionable social life in a hig city
g0 sadly perplexing os the strict and
elaborate card etiquette at present ob-
served, Very grent stress & lald upon the
receiving and distributing of these bits of
pasteboand, and deflections from rules laid
gown are reganded as proof of unpandons:
ble ignorance,

Two inexcusable but very commeon af-
fronts to form is for a man to have his
name engraved simply “John Jones." Mr.,
The other
blunder {5 for a yonng woman to forego the
Miss. It has a bold, ernde look [
down as Mary or Naney without the cour
tesy's prefix. A thind stupid mistake often
made is for a gitl 1o have s card separate
from her mother's. As long as Mary and
Naney are really youthful they should anly
appear under their mamma’s wings on the
eame square of pasteboard, o trifle lower
down, If there are severnl sisters, then the
older ones gradually graiuaie to having
curds of their own, nnd the younger girls
appear with mamma's, So strictly is this
rule observed by well informed persons
that it two of the dangliters are in society
and two more are to b introdnced as
debutantes the cards go out, “Mrs. Jones;"
below, “Misses Jones,"” and still lower

| down “Misses Gernldine and Amethyst

Jones.," If under the chaperonige of a
married woman, 111 the foregoing risles are
carefully observed by young women,

When lenving a nelghborhood for an ex-
tended absence, I 1 C,’s are in onder, and
upon returning this simple visiting card s
immedintely postad,  After & wonian hins
met 4 man onee of twice, it |8 customary
to signify ber willingness to have him eall
by sending her card, This is also douw
when she visits a strange city and happens
to court acquaintances there of either sex,
Upon returning lome in the autumn, after
moving Into a4 new bouse, in moments of
rapture and in depths of despair the per
sonal card Is ever to the fore

Those used by mintrons are always slight-
Iy larger and thicker than the ones affected
by maids, but all alike are written in de-
cidedly heavier Hnes than of old,  Seript of
every description is bad form, and only the
deliente copper plute can be tolerated by
smart people.  The old fushioned habit of
bending a eard throngh the center, or crens-
ing its corners to siguify for whom and how
muany a call was intended, Is wretchedly
bad style today. [tis supposed that visit-
ors are superior to such small ecouumlcs
and are willing to honor each individual
separately. A pretty and rapidly inereass
ing custom 15 for those with a wide ac-
quaintanceto send especially designed cards
for Christmas, For example, *Mr, and Mrs.
Jones send Christinas greetings, 1802, to
~—,"" and engraved as the ordinary cartede
visite, and then the name of Mr. and Mrs.
Brown or Robinson is written below.

Men who observe the graceful ceremonies
of society nre as fastidious as women con-
cerning # correct use of the card. Bach-
elors very frequently have their favorite
club address in the lower left hiand cornee
as u residence or preferring it for a mail
center, After receiving any special eourte-
sies frou members of thelr own sex in a
strange city, men always post a card upon
leaviug the pluce. ‘There is one exeeption
{n the form, when ealling upon a lady, for
& man tosend in his card in advance of his
entrance. If it happens to be her day at
home or a reception, he is simply an-
nounced and on leaving the house deposits
eards for the entive family with the butler
~New York Sun

The Pawer of Beauly,

Sented fn n roker's office on the second
floor of i hig busitess block in Brondway,
near Trinity church, the writer became in-
tereated and nmused the other day wateh-
oz the behmvior of & stelwirt policeman,
whose chief duty for the thue being was
piloting women nud old men miifely noross
the crowded thoroughfare, The vilicer was
full bearded and appirently pist the me-
ridian of life.  [lis munoer wis at all times
dlgnified, almost courtly, in fact. To cach
feminine nppeal for assistanes in getting
across the street he responded  politely and
never negligently, but his method of es
eorting persons from sidewalk to sidewalk
varied notiesably., Forevery young and at-
tractive woman he had a gracious smile
and o fatherly luyiog on of hands—that is,

bonnets? You can make If per-
fectly bewitching in a small shape, that
has a brim just a few inches wide, which
must be turned mullgundln irregular




